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dirty and smelly, and I think it had once been dark
blue. Its driver, in his filthy rags, looked very
insecure on his rickety box-seat, and the runner, or
whatever he is called, even more filthy, clung even
more precariously to the back of this ridiculous
chariot, his legs apparently on the back-axle, and his
thin clutching hands grasping the back of the folded
hood.
Well, at any rate, the seat was set at a rather mote
convenient angle than that of a tonga and, on this
thought, I stepped in and sat down, rather too light-
heartedly, for the seat gave way, and sagged down
helplessly beneath me, till at last I found myself
resting on a broken spring about six inches above the
floor of the carriage. I was a little discouraged, but
bearer was already scrambling up to his station
beside the driver, and there was nothing for me to
do but to shift about till I found a patch of the seat
which happened to be unbroken and a trifle less
uncomfortable than the rest.
Unfortunately, but for obvious reasons, this was
exactly in the middle and I had hard work keeping
myself there on my ridge between the two concealed
precipices on either side, under the musty cloth of
the alleged seat. I felt very self-conscious, too, and
must have looked exceedingly prim and foolish and
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